started thundering between five and six,—has killed chivalrous Grammont over yonder (the Grammont of Dettingen), almost at the first volley. And now, about the time when ploughers breakfast (8 A.M., no ploughing hereabouts today!), begins the attack, simultaneously or in swift succession, on the various batteries which it will be necessary to attack and storm.
'The attacks took place; but none of them succeeded, Dutch and Austriaus, on the extreme left, were to have stormed Antoino by the edge of the River ; that was their m.iiu task ; right skirt of them to help us meanwhile with Fontenoy. And they advanced, accordingly; but found the shot from Antoine too fierce : especially when a subsidiary battery opened from across the River, and took them in flank, the Dutch and Austrians felt astonished ; and hastily drew aside, under somo sheltering mound or earthwork they had found for themselves, or prudently thrown-up the night before. There, under their earthwork, stood tlio Dutch and Austrians; patiently expecting" a fitter time,—which indeed never occurred ; for always, the instant they drew-out, the batteries from Antoine, and from across the River, instantly opened upon them, and they had to draw-in again. So that they stood there, in a manner, nil day; and so to speak did nothing but patiently expect when it should be time to run. For which they were loudly censured, and deservedly. Antoine is and remains a total failure on the part of the Dutoh and Austriaus.
' Royal Highness in person, with his English, was to attack Fontenoy ; —and is doing so, by battery and storm, at various points ; with emphasis, though without result. As preliminary, at an early stage he hnd Bent forward on the right, by the Wood of Barry, a Brigadier Ingoldsby "with Semple's Highlanders" and other force, to silence "that redoubt yonder at the point of the Wood,"—redoubt, fort, or whatever it bo (famous Redouts d'Eu, as it turned out !),—which guards Fontenoy to north, and will take us in flank, nay, in rear, as we storm the cannon of the Village. Ingoldsby, speed imperative on him, pushed into tho Wood ; found French light-troops ("God knows how many of them !") prowling about there; found the Redoubt a terribly strong thing, with ditch, drawbridge, what not; spent thirty or forty of his Highlanders, in some frantic attempt on it by rule of thumb;—and found " Ho would need artillery" and other things. In short, Ingoldsby, hasten what he might, could not perfect the preparations to his mind, had to wait for this and for that; and did not storm the Redoubt d'Eu at all; but hung fire, in an unaccountable manner. For which he had to answer (to Courb-Martial, still more to the Newspapers) afterwards ; and prove that it was misfortune merely, or misfortune and stupidity combined. Too evident,